BOSW-ELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
termined look, he thundered out 'And would I not, Sir?
Shall the Presbyterian Kirk of Scotland have its General
Assembly, and the Church of England be denied its Con-
vocation?* He was walking up and down the room while I
told him the anecdote; but when he uttered this explosion of
high-church zeal, he had come close to my chair, and his
eyes flashed with indignation. I bowed to the storm, and di-
verted the force of it, by leading him to expatiate on the
influence which religion derived from maintaining the
church with great external respectability.5
On Friday, August 5, we set out early in the morning in
the Harwich stage coach. A fat elderly gentlewoman, and a
young Dutchman, seemed the most inclined among us to
conversation. At the inn where we dined, the gentlewoman
said that she had done her best to educate her children; and
particularly, that she had never suffered them to be a mo-
ment idle. JOHNSON. 'I wish, madam, you would educate
me too; for I have been an idle fellow all my life,' 'I am
sure, Sir, (said she) you have not been idle.' JOHNSON. 'Nay,
Madam, it is very true; and that gentleman there (pointing
to me,) has been idle. He was idle at Edinburgh. His father
sent him to Glasgow, where he continued to be idle. He then
came to London, where he has been very idle; and now he
is going to Utrecht, where he will be as idle as ever.' I asked
him privately how he could expose me so. JOHNSON. Toh,
poh! (said he) they knew nothing about you, and will think
of it no more.9 In the afternoon the gentlewoman talked vio-
lently against the Roman Catholicks, and of the horrours of
the Inquisition. To the utter astonishment of all the passen-
gers but myself, who knew that he could talk upon any side
of a question, he defended the Inquisition, and maintained,
that 'false doctrine should be checked on its first appearance;
that the civil power should unite with the church in punish-
ing those who dared to attack the established religion, and
that such only were punished by the Inquisition.' He had in
his pocket Pomponius Mela de situ Orbis, in which he read
occasionally, and seemed very intent upon ancient geo-
graphy. Though by no means niggardly, his attention to
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